Now, silent, tenantless,
Sleeping1 unseen, unknown,
Between the river and the hills.

Assailed at all points by the conquering forest;

But very lovely is she still, this City <>f Forgotten \rktory:

Temple and palace,

Richest profusion of tall sculptured columns,

Long silent streets, lien* in the heart of the forest;

After life's fierce and passionate dream
The Soul of the City rests,
Content, in the wild forest beauty.

Western sky is aflame with the sunset,
Black clouds above,

T

Deep pools of red and orange* and gold on the sky-line;
And afar, on a long dark ridge,
Soaring aloft, stalwart and stark,
Sharp-cut on that radiant sky,
A single pine-tree;

Seen from near by that tree will be black and nbgcure,

Undistinguished, an night comes down, from its fellows:
But thus descried, five miles away, and in front of the

sunset*

It stands sublime,
Stately and lonely and splendid,
Pointing the way to heaven;
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